
The Tragedie 
W ere red hotte fteele to feare roc to thehraine, 
Annointed let me with deadly poyfon, 

And die, ere men can fay,Godfaue theQueene. 

J2j?‘ Alas poore foule,/enuie not thy glory, 

T o feede my humor,wifh thy fclfe no harroc. 

Dut.Glo. No, when he that is my husband now. 

Came to me as I followed Henries courfc, 

When fcarce the blood was well wafhtfrom his hands. 
Which iflued from my other angel husband, 

And that dead faint, which then / weeping followed, 

O, when I fay, / lookt on Richards face, 

7 his was my wifh, be thou quoth / accurft. 

For making me fo yong,fo old a widow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife, if any befo baddc 
As miferable by the death ofthee. 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this curfcagaine, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpace, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his liony words. 

And prou'd the fubfe&s of my owne foules curfe. 

Which eucr fince hath kept my eyes from fleepe. 

For neueryct,one houre in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the golden deaw of fleepe, 

But hsue bene waked.by his timerous dreames, 

Befldeijhc hates me for my father Warvvicke, 

And wi'l fhoitly be rid of me. 

Gu. Alas poore foule, / pitrie thy complaints, 
'Dnt.G/o,"lka more the from my foule / mouine for yours, 
£hi. Fare well, thou wofull welcomer of glorie* 

Dnt.Glo. A due poore foul e.choutakft thy leaueofit. 
Du.Tor.Go thou to Richmod ,5c good fortune guide thee* 
Go thou to Richard,and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fanftuarie,good thoughts poflefle thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightie odde y cares offorro w haue I feene, 

And each hourcs ioy wrackt with a weeke of teenc. 

Tk* 



— oFRichard thetlurd. - 

Tbt Trumpet} fowl Enter Richard crowed, Bucking- 
ham, Catetbj, with other Nobles. 

S.a»aaUap.t.Xof«of Budtash,nJ, 

G.ue me thy hand ; Her * % < cen4e ™ 

Thus high by thy aduice throne. 

And thy a Alliance is king Richard feated : 

But fliall we wearc thefe honors for a day i 
Or fhall they laft,and we retoyc? in them ? 

Bnc. Still liuethey,and for euer may they laft* 

Kin.Ri, O Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant, gold indeed: 

Tong Edward Hues : thinke now what I would lay, 

Inc. Say on mv gratious foucraigne. . 

King. Why Buckingham, 1 fay 1 would be king. 
rBuc . why fo VOU are my thrice renowmed liege* 

King. Ha ; ami king ? tis fo, but Edward lines. 

B»c. True noble Prince, 

King. O birter confequence. 

That Edward ftill fliould Hue true noble Prince. 

Cofcn, thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall I be plaine i I wifh the baftards dead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly performde* 

What faift thou i fpeake fuddenly ,be briefs* 

Bug. Your Grace may do your pleafute. 

King. Tut,tut, thou art all yce,thy kindtjefle freezeth, 
Say, haue I thy confent that they fhall die* 

Buc. Giue me fome breath, Come litlepaofe my Lord, 
Before I pofiriuely fpeake herein : 

X will refolue your Grace immediatly. 

• Cat. The king is angry, fee,he bites the lip. 

King. I will conuetfe with iron witted fooles. 

And vnrefpe&iue boy es, none ate for me 
That looke into me with confidcrate eyes: 

Boy, high teaching Buckingham growes circumfpefh 
Boy. Lord. 

King. Knowft tbou not any whom corruptiog gold 
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